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Sacred Heart Statue 


This statue, ornate in appearance, has a receptacle at the base for 
a Vigil Light Glass, which makes it convenient and attractive for home 
devotions. One Statue (13 inches in height), one Ruby Glass, and one 
dozen Vigil Lights will be sent, postage paid, on receipt of $2.50. 
Ca Please Order From: — 
WILL & BAUMER CANDLE CO., Inc. 
162 N. Franklin Street, Chicago, Ill. 





GREAT MOMENTS 
IN CATHOLIC . HISTORY 


By Rev. E. Lodge Curran, Ph. D 





A most interesting and instructive description in simple English, with 
illustrations for each event, of the 100 outstanding events in the history of the 
Catholic Church. A book which should be read by every Catholic; it would 
also make excellent reading for Protestants...$1.25. the copy; postage extra. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





GLOLITE ELECTRIC ALTAR 


Let one of these beautiful altars 
grace the sanctuary of your home. 
By means of an electric bulb placed 
beneath the altar, the twelve can- 
dles, the tabernacle door, the cross 
and the front panel are attrac- 
tively illuminated. 


Length of altar 12 in., width 5 in.; 
height to top of statue 15 in. Choice of 
the following statues: Sacred Heart, 
Blessed Virgin, Little Flower, Mother of 
Grace, St. Joseph or St. Anthony. 


to any Point in the U.S. “$O.00 


BENEDICTINE CONVENT 
CLYDE, MISSOURI 








TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Printed and published monthly in English and in German by the 
Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri, under a 
Benedictine Father. 

Subscription Price: $1.00 per year, or $2.00 for three years. 
Foreign countries: $1.25 per year, or $2.50 for three years. 

Entered as second-class matter March 19, 1907, at the post office 
at Clyde, Missouri, under the Act of Congress of March 3, 1897. Ac- 
ceptance for mailing at special rate of postage provided for in section 
1108, Act of October 3, 1917, authorized July 17, 1918. 
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“Tabernacle and Purgatory” 





For ONE New Subscription 


Two Scheyern Crosses — are again offered as a premium for ONE new 
subscription. An excellent Christmas remembrance for a friend or dear one. 
Many favors have been received through the devout use of these little crosses, 
touched to a relic of the True Cross. OR: — 

Four of our beautifully lithographed Christmas Cards — exquisite in 
design and workmanship, with envelopes, OR: — 

Two booklets for children — ‘“‘Boy Heroes” and “Rambling Roses.’”’ The 
first named tells of two saintly boys of our own times, and the last named 
gives a short account of the lives of three young girls, remarkable for their 
love of Jesus. 


For TWO New Subscriptions 


Medal Stories for children —a book giving appealing stories for chil- 
dren, attractively illustrated, with colorful paper binding. Most interesting 
stories, which give at the same time the Catholic view point on various 
subjects. Four such books, with different stories, may be had for FIVE 
new subscriptions. An ideal Christmas gift for a child. 


For THREE New Subscriptions 


A box of 14 artistic Christmas Cards — an assortment of cards which 
will delight you with their beauty and the true Christmas spirit which they 
portray. An ideal way of securing your supply of Greeting Folders, with 
envelopes, and at the same time of extending the influence of ‘Tabernacle 
and Purgatory’’ among your friends. OR: — 

Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — this exceptional child’s prayer 
book is being offered at the beginning of the school year, with the thought 
that it would make an ideal gift for the boy or girl just starting to school, 
as well as those more advanced. Colors: blue, white or black. OR: — 

Attractive and Useful Missal — bound in black imitation leather, red 
edges, 530 pages. It contains a brief explanation of liturgical functions, 
with the liturgical calendar until 1945. It contains the most necessary 
prayers for Catholics to know, with devotions for confession and Communion, 
the Ordinary of the Mass with explanations, the Proper of the Mass for 
Sundays and feast days, etc. 


Please state premium desired. 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetua] Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 











Mary REM — Our Most Powerful Atdvecate — 


assist us in our conflict with the powers of darkness and drive into the abyss 
Satan and his legionaries who so boldly seek the ruin of souls. 




















Tabernacle and Purgatory 





A monthly periodical devoted to the Most Blessed Sacrament and the Consolation 
of the Poor Souls. Price, $1.00; Canada, $1.25. Published with the approval of Most Rev. 
Charles Hubert LeBlond, Bishop of St. Joseph, and the Blessing of Pope Pius XII. 





Vol. 35 December, 1939 No. 8 





Come, Savior of the Nations 





HE prophet of old, as though viewing down the centuries 
the troubled times in which we live, when nations 
are set against nations in the grim grip of a seeming 
death-struggle, cries out to us: “People of Sion, behold 
the Lord shall come to save the nations; the Lord shall 
make the glory of His voice to be heard in the joy of 
your heart” (Isaias xxx. 30). May we not in turn draw 
a prayerful petition from these words, and cry out to Our Savior: 
Come, come, Savior, of the nations! Come and save us! 

During the holy Advent season, we prepare for the coming of the 
Redeemer of mankind. The ancient heralds of God announce Him to 
us, as they did to the Chosen People of yore. They teach us to prepare 
the way for His coming. The time of Advent is for us a time of longing 
and preparation, just as the thousands of years before Christ were a 
time of prolonged preparation for the coming of the Emmanuel. The 
Introit of the Mass for the second Sunday of Advent gives us the assur- 
ance that “The Lord shall come to save the nations.” It is a cry of 
triumph and of joy addressed to the “people of Sion.” The prophet of 
old was addressing particularly the people of Israel, the Chosen People 
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among whom the God of the Covenant had taken His dwelling. Truly 
“no other nation had their gods so nigh to them” as the true God was 
to the Israelites of old. But this salutation, “People of Sion,” may also 
be interpreted as meaning the Chosen People of the New Covenant, 
the children of the true Church, who also have their God dwelling in 
their midst. Indeed, the Christians of the New Dispensation have all 
and much more than did the Jews of old — they have their Emmanuel, 
their God-with-them, who truly dwells in their tabernacles, offering 
Himself time and again in sacrifice for them. We, too, are a Chosen 
People of grace, upon whom the Most High has poured out the floods 
of His mercies and benedictions. 

“Behold, the Lord shall come to save the nations!” With what 
joy should we not receive this message of comfort in the midst of the 
uncertainties of the present age! “The Lord shall come” — He for 
whom the ancient prophets sighed, the “Desire of the everlasting hills” 
whose coming brought peace on earth to men of good will. For us, 
once again the “fulness of time” has come, the dawn of our Redemp- 
tion, after the weeks of preparation and longing. The liturgical cycle 
of the Church represents each year anew the principal events in the 
life of Our Savior, and His mystical coming to us at each Christmas 
is, in the Divine plan, to effect within us what the first coming effected 
in the hearts of men of good will. “Behold, the Lord shall come to 
save the nations.” He wishes to accomplish in us and in all men 
the great work of Redemption, of salvation from the shipwreck of the 
modern world. But He can bring His salvation, His peace, only to 
men of good will. He, the only-begotten Son of the Father, is eager 
to take upon Himself all the guilt of sinful mankind, to make atone- 
ment through His mystical death in the holy Sacrifice of the Mass, as 
He did by His actual death on Calvary. By His atoning life, sufferings 
and death, He once reconciled mankind with the Father; now He does 
so each day anew, and thousands of times each day, through the 
sacrificial offering of Himself in Holy Mass, if people will accept Him. 

During the Advent season, we should in all earnestness prepare 
ourselves for the coming of the Savior. His is not merely a past 
greatness and a great past — He lives, He is not dead. And He comes 
to be our Savior as truly now as He did at the time of His birth in 
Bethlehem. Our greatness consists in the fact that we have such a 
Redeemer, that He lives, the Immortal One, in our midst. He knows, 
sees, observes every soul, those who walk the pleasant ways of life, as 
well as those who struggle against trials and misfortunes, who walk 
wearily along the road which leads to eternal peace. It is the Divine 
Redeemer who carries such souls over stormy abysses, who guides 
them and does not permit them to perish in the midst of their sorrows, 
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which are in very truth a proof of His exceeding love. He redeems 
them ever anew. 

“The Lord shall come to save the nations” — what cry could be 
more welcome amid the turmoil of the world surrounding us on every 
side? It is the jubilant cry which should rise with utmost confidence 
from our hearts during the days of this Advent season. It is the cry 
which should stir us to energetic prayer and action that it may be 
truly realized; the cry which should urge us to “rise from sleep” to 
a new and better life. It is the cry which should cheer the depressed, 
console the sorrowful. It is likewise the assurance that He yearns 
to give us, poor pilgrims of earth, the riches of His glory, to give to 
us thoughtless and careless creatures the true treasures of eternal life, 
so that we may extricate ourselves from the cruel nets of worldly strife 
and ambition and strive to attain unto salvation. 

Realizing the imperative need there is of salvation, both for in- 
dividual souls and for nations, let us often repeat the beautiful expres- 
sions of longing for Redemption which Holy Church gives us in her 
liturgy for this season. “Come to deliver us, O Lord God of hosts! 
Show us Thy Face and we shall be saved.” “Come, O Lord, and delay 


not!” “Come, O Lord, and save the nations.” 
ope pee 


Explanation of Our Cover Design 





Hee cry of longing which forms the theme of the foregoing article 
is likewise the motive of our cover design for this month, as is 

indicated by the inscription: “O Rex GeNTIUM ET DESIDERATUS 
EARUM, VENI ET SALVA HOMINEM — O King of nations and their Desired 
One, come and save man.” This is the sigh of longing expressed in 
the third O ANTIPHON, sung at Vespers during the week preceding 
Christmas. 

In the symbolic form of a glorious sun shedding its rays upon the 
darkness of earth, the Prince of Peace — Princers Pacis — is heralded 
as the Savior of the nations. The crown above, as well as the key and 
the sceptre below, are the royal insignia of the expected Savior, who 
is to be a descendant of the house of David. This is indicated by the 
inscription: “CLavis Davin... SceprruM Domus IsrakEL.” These titles 
are applied to the coming Savior in the fourth of the O ANTIPHONS, 
wherein He is addressed as the one “who opens and no man closes, who 
closes and no man opens.” He alone wields the sceptre of peace, for 
without Him there can be no peace that is true and lasting; He alone 
holds the key to the kingdom of peace, into which no one can gain 
admittance without enjoying His favor. 











*Neath the Banner of Mary Immaculate 


The stars on our banners are gleaming for thee, 
Oh, take them, loved Queen, for thy crown; 

Clear Star of the Morning, bright Star of the Sea, 
On our star-blazoned banner shine down. 


Oh, shed on our tri-colored flag thy mild light, 
Let its folds in thy radiance shine; 

Oh, keep it the symbol of freedom and right, 
‘Tis the flag of our country, ‘tis thine. 


EAR to the heart of every American is his country’s flag, 
the symbol of the rights of “life, liberty and the pursuit 
of happiness” guaranteed to him by our Constitution. 
But to the heart of the Catholic American, the “star 
spangled banner” has an even deeper, a nobler, a more 
sublime significance; for in its beautiful symbolism he 
can trace also the heraldry of her who has so fittingly 
been chosen our country’s Queen — the Immaculate 

Mother of God. Do not its white stars in their background of azure 
remind him of Our Lady, “Star of the Sea,” the radiant “Morning Star” 
which illuminates heaven and earth? The very colors are Our Lady’s 
own — white and blue; and the stripes of red, symbolic of the ruddy 
dawn, do they not remind him of her who “cometh forth as the morning 
rising,” the bright “aurora” of our Redemption? 

Truly, the poet priest (Rev. William P. Treacy) who penned the 
above lines has beautifully intertwined with the patriotic symbolism of 
the Stars and Stripes the more sublime symbolism of Mary’s queenly 
insignia which our country’s flag so beautifully portrays. May she 
whose immaculate brow is encircled by a crown of luminous stars keep 
pure and unstained the star-blazoned banner of our country and all the 
noble ideals which it represents! May she enlighten and direct our civil 
authorities, so that their administration may be tempered by charity 
and justice, and may promote the blessings of liberty and peace! 
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Our Lady of America 


The pious Catholic discoverers of the New World placed it under 
Mary’s protection when they disembarked upon its shores. Even the 
very flag-ship in which they sailed, the “Santa Maria,” was named for 
the Mother of God. But it was not until the year 1846 that the title of 
“Patroness of the United States of America” was formally bestowed 
upon our Immaculate Queen. This act was the glory of the Council 
of Baltimore, when the twenty-two bishops therein assembled chose as 
patroness of our country “the Blessed Virgin conceived without sin.” 
His Holiness, Pope Pius IX, graciously approved the choice of the 
venerable Council, and Mary entered into her rights as the “First Lady” 
of our land, the Queen of faithful American hearts. December 8th, the 
Feast of the Immaculate Conception, was made the patronal feast of 
the United States. 

The National Shrine being erected in her honor in our country’s 
capital will be a fitting gift of beauty to place at the feet of our 
Heavenly Patroness. More stately than any of the imposing legislative 
buildings, more noble than any seat of earthly power or legal justice 
in that city beautiful, will be the Shrine of the Immaculate Conception; 
for Mary is the true Seat of Wisdom, the Mirror of Justice, the Queen 
of Peace. She is pre-eminently the Ark of the Covenant, wherein the 
Divine Lawgiver Himself chose to abide. 

Throughout the length and breadth of our land, hundreds of 
churches and chapels dedicated to Mary under the various beautiful 
titles inspired by Catholic devotion, testify that the love of Mary reigns 
in many hearts and that devotion to her is intense and active among the 
Catholics of America. And this is an encouraging sign, for where the 
love of Mary is active there the love of God must also reign; Jesus still 
gives Himself to the world through Mary, even as He gave Himself 
through her on that first Christmas night so long ago. 

What joy, what confidence this thought inspires: She whom we 
venerate as our spiritual Mother and Queen is also the guardian of our 
country, the protectress of our civil rights and liberties. Let us ever 
cherish this thought and often commend our country to its Heavenly 
Patroness, especially during these perilous times. But if we wish to en- 
joy Mary’s love and her protection both as a nation and as individuals, 
we must conduct ourselves as worthy children and loyal subjects of 
our Queen-Mother. Having ranged ourselves beneath the banner of the 
Immaculata, we must daily offer her pledges of our devoted allegiance. 

The language of the Canticle of Canticles, which the Church em- 
ploys in her liturgy for the feast of the Immaculate Conception, has a 
military ring: “Who is she that cometh forth as the morning rising. .. 
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terrible as an army set in (battle) array?” (vi.9). Yes, the very first 
mention of Mary in Holy Scripture sounds like a battle cry which will 
re-echo down the centuries till the end of time, and it was the Heavenly 
Father Himself who uttered these words: “I will put enmities between 


thee and the woman, and thy seed and her seed” (Gen. iii. 15). Enmity .- 


between the children of Satan and the children of Mary, between the 
children of the world and the children of God! Does it not imply a 
vigorous battle between the hosts of Mary Immaculate and the ranks of 
her diabolic adversaries? 

Certain it is, however, that Mary will receive into her lists no half- 
hearted soldiery; he who would serve in the ranks of this Queen must 
be fired with ardent love of God and an equally ardent hatred of all 
that is opposed to Him. Whether he prays, suffers, rests or labors, 
the power that animates him must be love—a virile love of God, a 
burning love of Christ and all that pertains to Him: His Immaculate 
Mother, His holy Church, His Vicar upon earth, His priests, His saints, 
and all the members of His Mystical Body. 

The child of Mary excludes no one from his love, because all men 
are the creatures of God and the brethren of Christ. But in so far as 
men have become children of Satan, in so far as they hate and persecute 
all that is good and true, and love and propagate what is false and 
evil, they are the object of his radical, unyielding, unflinching opposi- 
tion. He hates not the evil-doer himself, but the evil which he does, and 
on no occasion does he fail to show this hatred. He has an instinctive 
aversion for all that is opposed to God and the things that pertain 
to God. 

Great loves, we are told, are always intimately bound up with 
great hatreds; and it is a sign that love has grown cold in our day 
because men are no longer capable of harboring in their hearts that 
hatred of evil which should dwell side by side with a love for all 
that is noble and true. Too many there are who seek to compromise 
between good and evil, and thus fall into that unhappy state of tepidity 
which Jesus denounced so vigorously. The child of Mary must cul- 
tivate this salutary hatred. He must give unmistakable evidence that 
he belongs to the race of her who crushed the head of the serpent. 
He must take a positive stand in that unqualified enmity whith God 
established in paradise. 

The true child of Mary must also bear the characteristic marks 
of Mary. His watchword must be that glorious title which is inscribed 
upon the banner of his Immaculate Queen: “Sine macula — Without 
stain.” Purity in thought, purity of the eyes, purity of the ears, purity 
of the tongue:. these marks. must distinguish him as the child of Mary. 
He must offer stout resistance to impure thoughts, must keep a modest 
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guard over his eyes, must refrain from listening to improper conver- 
sation. He must avoid all that is indecent in amusement, in association, 
in dress; yea, more, he must take the offensive and combat all obscenity, 
in whatever place it may raise its ugly head. He must guard with 
jealous care the purity of his tongue, upon which the most holy Body 
of his Lord has so often reposed. 

The child of Mary must bear also the characteristic mark of Mary’s 
humility. The consciousness of man’s total dependence upon God; the 
acknowledgment of human weakness and helplessness; belief in the 
necessity of grace; the conviction that God alone is God and the 
creature of itself is nothing: all this must be an essential part of the 
moral code of the child of Mary. Lucifer refused to recognize the 
sovereignty of God and wished to be equal to the Divinity. Our first 
parents fell into the same snare of pride, desiring also to be like unto 
God. Thus pride, the father of all other sins, entered into the world. 
By Mary, who declared herself “the handmaid of the Lord,” humility, 
the fundamental virtue of the creature, and the mother of all virtues, 
was raised up in opposition. The outstanding mark of the children of 
Satan, the votaries of the world, is pride in all its gradations; the out- 
standing mark of the children of God and the children of Mary is 
humility. 

And still another characteristic mark of the child of Mary is 
obedience. A true soldier does not act as he pleases, but as he is bidden 
to do. He follows duty, not caprice. A soldier of Mary speaks as Mary 
did: “Be it done unto me according to Thy word.” Obedience has never 
been so unpopular as it is today. The saintly Pope Benedict XV aptly 
expressed the spirit of our times when he said: “An unlimited pressing 
toward liberty, bound up with the spirit of insubordination, has 
gradually permeated everything.” Even Catholics have tried, to a 
lamentable degree, to shake off the yoke of lawful obedience. They 
want to be Catholic, but they want to do as they please. Toward the 
Pope, the Bishop, the Pastor, they maintain an attitude of independence 
and even of indifference. The child of Mary, on the contrary, is ever 
ready to render prompt, cheerful, unconditional obedience to lawful 
authority. 

Adorned with the virtues which make him a true child of Mary, the 
Catholic American will at the same time possess the virtues which make 
him a loyal citizen of his country. Piety and patriotism should be as 
twin virtues, spurring him on in the service of his Heavenly Queen and 
of his native land. Like the two wings of a bird, these two virtues 
should bear him onward and upward, until he leaves this earth to 
become a citizen of that heavenly country where Christ reigns as King 
in immortal glory and Mary reigns beside Him as Queen and Mother. 











Heaven and &arth Bow in Adoration 


The King of Love gives His first audience to His creation. The angels, steeped 
in the Beatific Vision, look curiously down on the mystery of love. The Blessed 
Mother and St. Joseph worship with all the strength of their souls. The shepherds, 
summoned by the angels, drop awkwardly on their knees at sight of the Divine 
loveliness of the new-born Babe. The Kings offer their mystic gifts. Even the 
dumb beasts seem to be aware of the presence of their Creator. And each day this 
Mystery is renewed upon our altars. 
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The Blessings of Christmas 





HRISTMAS is the greatest of all Birthdays, the most 
welcome anniversary of the Nativity of our Savior, Jesus 
Christ. Each year it fills our hearts anew with joy and 
hope as it carries us back over the centuries to that 
first Holy Night when the King of Heaven came down 
to earth to be the Savior of men. What is it that for 
nearly two thousand years has made this night brighter 

than all other nights of earth? What are those rays of light which 

emanate from it so mysteriously, penetrating into the depths of human 
hearts through the centuries, and, at least for this one day, transform 
everything upon earth, spreading over all a great, holy love, like a great 
white garment of snow? The angel’s Christmas message gives us the 
answer: “Fear not,... I bring you good tidings of great joy, that shall 

be to all the people” (Luke ii. 10). 

Fear, the law of the Old Covenant, is banished; love, the law of 












5 Greetings 


to all our dear readers, friends and benefactors. 

And may our Eucharistic Savior keep you in 

His Divine peace and love throughout the 
\ coming New Year. 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration 





the New, reigns. God Himself comes down to earth to bring us His 
greatest gift— Incarnate Love. And with love He brings also joy, a 
“great joy” which shall be imparted to “all people.” Whoever believes 
in the wonders of this Holy Night shall experience the holy joy of the 
children of God, which conquers fear and permits only blissful love 
to reign. 

“This day is born to you a Savior,” announced the angel. Oh, 
truly joyful tidings! for Savior implies salvation, healing, sanctifica- 
tion. The world in the “fulness of time” had urgent need of the Savior, 
and will always have need of Him, but never perhaps more urgently 
than in our own time. And every soul needs the Savior, needs Him 
as much as the body needs air and food. May He come, then, the 








236 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


benign Savior, to a world “sitting in darkness and in the shadow of 
death”; may He bring help and deliverance to all who are burdened 
with the guilt of sin. 


God’s Gift to All Men 


As we ponder upon the mystery of Our Savior’s nativity, we are 
struck by the strange surroundings which God chose for the birth of 
His only-begotten Son. Was it merely accidental that He was born in 
an open corral outside the city because the people of Bethlehem refused 
to give Him shelter? No, indeed; the Divine mystery lies much deeper. 
The Infant Savior was God Himself who had condescended to come to 
earth to redeem mankind. This Child was the embodiment of immensity ; 
the heavens and the earth could not contain Him. It was then but 
natural that He should be born free of all enclosing barriers such as 
the walls of a house or of a city. From this Child all things proceeded 
and by Him all things were made out of nothing. In His creative work 
there is no trace of labor or of craftmanship. And so for His birth- 
place He chose, not a dwelling made by human hands, but the great 
open spaces which His own creative hand had formed. 

And since Jesus came for all men without exception, it was fitting 
that He should be born in a place open to all, where all men might 
freely approach Him. If some refuse to visit Him, if “His own do 
not receive Him,” the fault is not His. He holds no one at a distance; 
His love cries out to all, and whoever rejects His love does so to his 
own great detriment. If obstacles and barriers are raised between Him 
and souls, they are placed there by human malice and frailty. 

The nativity of Jesus was also the type and the prelude of that 
“new sacramental birth” by which He was to live on earth at all times 
and in all places, to be the spiritual nourishment of souls. The open 
stable and the manger crib prefigured the countless churches and tab- 
ernacles wherein He would dwell as in other Bethlehems, to give Him- 
self to all mankind as the Bread of Life, even as He gave Himself in 
Bethlehem, the “House of Bread.” 

Further, it behooved Him who was infinitely rich to be born amidst 
a total lack of those bodily necessities on which the existence of an 
ordinary mortal depends. No cradle, no hearth, no light, no comfort 
of any kind, was prepared for the Infant Savior. Nor did He have 
need of them. His Heavenly Father, with whom He is one, sufficed 
for the needs of His Soul; and for those of His Body, Mary, His ever- 
blessed Mother, was all-sufficient. Mary was signally honored by this 
extreme poverty: it meant that she was everything to her Divine Son. 
He was cradled in her arms, warmed upon her bosom, nourished at her 
breast, and clothed by her hands. He who is wisdom itself and who 
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rejects whatever is useless, was so abundantly provided for by Mary 
that He wanted nothing more. 

And lastly, Jesus came to destroy sin. What better could He do 
therefore, than destroy its roots? And that is what the Heavenly Child 
did when He accepted poverty, humiliation and suffering, for thereby 
He stemmed at its very source the triple current of concupiscence: 
avarice, sensuality and pride, the fount of all evil. 


Christ, Our “Peace” 


“And suddenly there was with the angel a multitude of the heaven- 
ly army, praising God and saying: Glory to God in the highest; and 
on earth peace to men of good will” (Luke ii. 13, 14). — Two Christ- 
mas messages, it would seem; and yet in reality only one, for God’s 
honor is mankind’s peace. Once there was peace; it lay as a reflection 
of the glory of heaven upon the face of the earth not yet desecrated by 
sin. But it fled from the earth when its intimate companion departed; 
for when God’s honor is touched, peace and happiness flee from man. 
Only when God’s honor and glory is respected can we have peace. Sin 
robs us of our interior peace; an humble and contrite confession 
restores peace of mind and interior joy. In a similar way the peace 
of nations is disturbed when Christ is denied the honor and glory 
which is His due. Peace is restored only when Christ is restored to 
His rightful place of sovereign Lord and King. For, as St. Paul says, 
“He is our Peace” (Ephes. ii. 14). 

There are words which fall upon our ears and still more upon our 
hearts, with an entirely new sound after we have passed through some 
crucial experience. Now that we have so long been harassed by the 
threat of yar, and know that in other, countries thousands of people 
are at-this-moment suffering the herrers_-anc miseries of war, — when 
we see how far peace has withdrawn from the earth and how dense the 
darkness which spreads itself over the nations, we can appreciate more 
fully the priceless value of peace. With ardent desire the whole world 
is today longing for peace. But peace will not come until true senti- 
ments of peace prepare its way to the nations and to the people. It will 
not come until the Prince of Peace is reinstated upon His throne, both 
in the lives of people and of nations. 

Jesus came to bring peace—to all men, of all times, of all 
countries. He lets His sun shine upon all nations without distinction; 
He came to redeem all, to impart peace to all. May the blessings of 
peace flow from the little hands of the Babe of Bethlehem as He comes 
to us anew on Christmas night. Full of ardent, holy longing, full of 
deepest confidence, let us implore it of Him: Savior of the world, 
Prince of Peace, grant us peace! 








238 Tabernacle and Purgatory 


A Message from Pope Leo XIII* 


Continued 





The Source of Life 


} O KNOW with an entire faith what is the excellence of 
the Most Holy Eucharist is in truth to know what that 
work is which, in the might of His mercy, God, made 
man, carried out on behalf of the human race. For as 
a right faith teaches us to acknowledge and to worship 
Christ as the sovereign cause of our salvation, since 
He by His wisdom, His laws, His ordinances, His ex- 
ample, and by the shedding of His Blood, made all things new; so the 
same faith likewise teaches us to acknowledge Him and to worship 
Him as really present in the Eucharist, as verily abiding through all 
time in the midst of men, in order that as their Master, their Good 
Shepherd, their most acceptable advocate with the Father, He may 
impart to them of His own inexhaustible abundance the benefits of 
that Redemption which He has accomplished. 

Now if any one will seriously consider the benefits which flow 
from the Eucharist he will understand that conspicuous and chief 
among them all is that in which the rest, without exception, are in- 
cluded; in a word, it is for men the source of life, of that life which 
best deserves the name. “The bread which I will give is My Flesh, 
for the life of the world” (John vi. 52). In more than one way, as 
We have elsewhere declared, is Christ “the life.’ He Himself declared 
that the reason of His advent among men was this, that He might bring 
them the assured fulness of a more than merely human life. “I am 
come that they may have life, and may have it more abundantly” (John 
x. 10). Everyone is aware that no sooner had “the goodness and kind- 
ness of God our Savior appeared” (Tit. iii. 4), than there at once burst 
forth a certain creative force which issued in a new order of things 
and pulsed through all the veins of society, civil and domestic. Hence 
arose new relations between man and man; new rights and new duties, 
public and private; henceforth a new direction was given to govern- 
ment, to education, to the arts; and most important of all, man’s 
thoughts and energies were turned towards religious truth and the 
pursuit of holiness. Thus was life communicated to man, a life truly 
heavenly and Divine. And thus we are to account for those expressions 
which so often occur in Holy Writ, “the tree of life,” “the word of life,” 
“the book of life,” “the crown of life,” and “the bread of life.” 

But now, since this life of which We are speaking bears a definite 
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resemblance to the natural life of man, as the one draws its nourish- 
ment and strength from food, so also the other must have its own food 
whcreby it may be sustained and augmented. And here it will be op- 
portune to recall to mind on what occasion and in what manner Christ 
moved and prepared the hearts of men for the worthy and due reception 
of the Living Bread which He was about to give them. No sooner had 
the rumor spread of the miracle which He had wrought on the shores 
of the lake of Tiberias, when with the multiplied loaves He fed the 
multitude, than many forthwith flocked to Him in the hope that they, 
too, perchance, might be the recipients of a like favor. And, just as 
He had taken occasion from the water which she had drawn from the 
well to stir up in the Samaritan woman a thirst for that “water which 
springeth up unto life everlasting” (John iv. 14), so now Jesus availed 
Himself of this opportunity to excite in the minds of the multitude a 
keen hunger for the Bread “which endureth unto life everlasting” (John 
vi. 27). Nor, as He was careful to explain to them, was the Bread 
which He promised the same as that heavenly manna which had been 
given to their fathers during their wanderings in the desert, nor, again, 
the same as that which, to their amazement, they had recently received 
from Him; but He was Himself that Bread: “J,” said He, “am the 
Bread of life” (John vi. 48). And He urges this still further upon 
them all, both by invitation and by precept: “If any man shall eat of 
this Bread, he shall live forever; and the Bread which I will give is 
My Flesh, for the life of the world” (John vi. 52). And in these 
other words He brings home to them the gravity of the precept: “Amen, 
Amen, I say to you, unless you eat the Flesh of the Son of Man and 
drink His Blood, you shall not have life in you” (John vi. 54). 
Away, then, with the widespread but most mischievous error of 
those who give it as their opinion that the reception of the Eucharist 
is in a manner reserved for those narrow-minded persons (as they are 
deemed) who rid themselves of the cares of the world in order to find 
rest in some kind of professedly religious life. For this gift, than which 
nothing can be more excellent or more conducive to salvation, is offered 
to all those, whatever their office or dignity may be, who wish — as 
every one ought to wish —to foster in themselves that life of Divine 
grace whose goal is the attainment of the life of blessedness with God. 
Indeed it is greatly to be desired that those men would rightly 
esteem and would make due provision for life everlasting, whose in- 
dustry or talents or rank have put it in their power to shape the course 
of human events. But alas! we see with sorrow that such men too 
often proudly flatter themselves that they have conferred upon this 
world as it were a fresh lease of life and prosperity, inasmuch as by 
their own energetic action they are urging it on to the race for wealth, 
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to a struggle for the possession of commodities which minister to the 
love of comfort and display. 

And yet, whithersoever we turn, we see that human society, if it be 
estranged from God, instead of enjoying that peace in its possessions 
for which it had sought, is shaken and tossed like one who is in the 
agony and heat of fever; for while it anxiously strives for prosperity, 
and trusts to it alone, it is pursuing an object that ever escapes it, 
clinging to one that ever eludes the grasp. For as men and states alike 
necessarily have their being from God, so they can do nothing good 
except in God through Jesus Christ, through whom every best and 
choicest gift has ever proceeded and proceeds. But the source and 
chief of all these gifts is the venerable Eucharist, which not only nour- 
ishes and sustains that life, the desire whereof demands our most stren- 
uous efforts, but also enhances beyond measure that dignity of man 
of which in these days we hear so much. For what can be more honor- 
able or a more worthy object of desire than to be made, as far as 
possible, sharers and partakers in the Divine nature? Now this is 
precisely what Christ does for us in the Eucharist, wherein, after having 
raised man by the operation of His grace to a supernatural state, He 
yet more closely associates and unites him with Himself. For there is 
this difference between the food of the body and that of the soul, that 
whereas the former is changed into our substance, the latter changes 
us into its own; so that St. Augustine makes Christ Himself say: “You 
shall not change Me into yourself as you do the food of your body, 


but you shall be changed into Me” (Confessions |. vii., c. x.). 
To be continued 


a a a al 


Muthuswami, the Forester 
Continued 


UT Muthuswami insisted imploringly on receiving the 
baptism of water; he was growing weaker, and his en- 
treaties became more and more urgent. His companions 
felt for him so strongly, and besought me so earnestly, 
that I could resist no longer; at the risk of another re- 
buff, I went again to the superintendent, who knew that 
the man was dying. I told him plainly that to prevent 
the poor fellow from becoming a Christian was going 
directly against the principle of liberty of conscience, 

one of the first and most important features of the British Constitution: 

that the Government and the superintendent who represented it, were, 
to the convict in jail, as a tutor to a pupil, and bound to look after his 
welfare, more especially after his spiritual and eternal good. We had 
done even more than ordinary prudence required to test Muthuswami’s 
sincerity of purpose, and no doubts could justly be entertained on that 
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point. Now the poor fellow was dying, and it was sheer tyranny to 
refuse his request to receive baptism; indeed, it was cruelty and op- 
pression of the blackest description, since it was practiced on the soul 
and conscience of a man in full possession of his reason, and at the 
very moment when he was going to appear before his Supreme Judge. 

The superintendent had been listening to me with rapt attention, 
and as I had spoken with increasing warmth, I did not quite know how 
he would take it. But when I ceased speaking, he merely answered 
quietly: ‘‘Would you mind giving me your reasons in writing, as you 
have just expressed them to me?” 

“T will, most readily and thankfully,” was my reply, and that very 
evening the letter was put into his hands. 


A Rare Favor Granted 


The next evening after 9 P.M. when I had retired to rest, a man 
knocked at my door, announcing himself as an “Ordinance.’”’ He was 
the bearer of a paper “On His Majesty’s Service.’”’ It contained a 
telegram from the Governor of Madras, which ran as follows: — 

“In reference to the request of the Roman Catholic chaplain at 
Trichinopoly for an exception to certain jail regulations, let all per- 
missions be given him in favor of the convict Muthuswami.”’ 

This telegram was accompanied by a note from the superintendent 
to this effect: — 

“Your letter to me was forwarded to the Governor at once, and I 
am very glad it has been successful. When you present yourself at the 
jail, all doors will be open before you. Allow me to suggest that the 
sooner you come the better, as the convict is now very low indeed.” 

You can imagine my joy at this communication, and how I thanked 
God in my heart. The very next morning, at dawn of day, directly I 
had said my Mass, I started off to the jail with my faithful Thomai, 
who was as delighted as myself. As the superintendent had promised, 
the doors opened readily on my arrival, and I was pleased to read in 
the looks and countenances of the inhabitants of that dismal and dreary 
mansion the warmest welcome and sympathy. A central jail always 
suggests the idea of the refuse of the earth, and here it was the scum 
of a Mohammedan and heathen population. Yet even among these, the 
lowest and most degraded of human beings, the Catholic priest is felt 
arid considered to be the messenger of God—the bringer of peace. 
It is only those that have “blasphemed against the Holy Ghost” who 
can not bear his sight. 

We entered that part of the prison used as an infirmary. It was 
a long, bare hall. In the farthest corner, upon a mat, with a little hay 
or straw for a pillow, lay poor Muthuswami, lean, spent, panting for 
breath, but with his eyes fixed upon us. As we drew near, he slightly 
raised his emaciated hands, and, with faltering voice, exclaimed: — 

“Ah! at last you have come! God be blessed and praised for 
evermore! The Theva Matha (Divine Mother) has not failed me. Now 
I shall die happy!” 

While we were approaching his poor bed, convicts were making 
their appearance through every door, and trooping slowly toward us 
with open mouths and suppressed breathing. They had awful counte- 
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nances, most of them bearing the stamp of every kind of daring crime 
and villainy. They were like children, attracted by the unusual sight 
of a Catholic priest in that hall; most of them had never seen one 
nearer than on the gallery of the central tower which I have before 
described. Probably, also, they had had some talk among themselves 
about Muthuswami, and had questioned the Christians. But my im- 
pression and Thomai’s also was that there was something unusual 
about this case, and from their hushed manner and quiet behavior it 
was evident that some powerful influence was at work. They massed 
themselves behind us like a thick wall of human flies, and a very un- 
pleasant sight it would have been in other circumstances and in any 
other place. However, I was very glad that an opportunity was thus 
given to us of speaking to them, and I suggested to Thomai that the 
questioning of Muthuswami and the preparing of his lesson in cate- 
chism would afford us an excellent opportunity of giving that unexpected 
audience a good catechetical instruction. We stooped down as usual, 
sitting on our heels, according to the fashion of the country, close to 
the dying man’s pallet. 

Muthuswami answered all questions readily, and often asked a 
question or put in a word, which struck us both with astonishment 
and admiration. It seemed as if he had been already Divinely taught. 

“Thomai,” I exclaimed at last, in a language which the convicts 
could not understand, ‘‘do you not feel that there is something very 
extraordinary in this man?” 

“Yes, Father,” he replied: “I noticed it the very first time I saw 
him. I can not explain it to myself, but there seems to be some- 
thing supernatural about him. If you were to ask him to tell you the 
story of his life, we might find out.”’ 

I hesitated a moment, on account of Muthuswami’s excessive weak- 
ness; but then, thinking that the story might be of use to our audience 
as well as to ourselves, I took his hand and said: ‘‘Muthuswami, you 
are very ill and weak; but you are also very happy, are you not, though 
you are dying?”’ “I am indeed, Father —so very, very happy!”’ 

‘‘Well, I am very happy too,’’ I replied, “that I have been allowed 
to come at last, and that the permission arrived in time. But now I 
am going to ask you to do me a great favor. If you were to speak very 
low, resting as often as you like, and speaking only according to the 
strength left to you, would you relate to us the history of your life? 
Tell me how you came into this jail, and why you have so much wished 
to receive the ‘soul-cleansing water’? To be continued 


Spoon 


Let your Christmas Candle shed its rays before the 
Hostia Crib of our Savior, as a token of your welcoming love 
and your petition for His graces. 

For an alms of 50¢ a candle will be burned for a day and a 
night in any one of our three Sanctuaries; for $3.50, one week; and 
for $12.00, one month. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 




















Know and Explain Your Catholic Faith 


The Apostles’ Creed 


FourTH ARTICLE 


Suffered under Pontius Pilate, was crucified, died and was buried. 
Concluded 


The Agony on the Cross 


N THE fatal progress of Our Savior’s Passion we see a 
steady curtailment of His liberty, each fresh privation 
occasioning a new form of suffering, until the last stroke 
of the supreme work of injustice riveted Him immutably 
on the Cross in unspeakable pain. First came the bind- 
ing with ropes, then the shameful delivery into the 
hands of the soldiers, the blindfolding in the guard- 
house, the fainting and exhaustion during the ascent of 
Calvary, and finally the nails that fastened Him immov- 

ably to the Cross. We can form some idea of the excruciating torment 
of crucifixion if we consider a living body, suspended with all its weight 
on four gaping wounds which keep tearing wider and wider. It is an 
agony from which there is no escape. The least movement increases 
the suffering, and with Our Savior this horrible torture continued for 
three long hours. 

A sick man on his bed of pain can usually turn from side to side, 
and thus receive some alleviation in his sufferings; but Jesus on the 
Cross could turn neither right nor left, and the heavy crown of thorns 
burdening and torturing His head made His position still more painful. 
By thus making a complete sacrifice of His liberty, Our Savior offered 
satisfaction for the many sinful abuses of liberty on the part of mankind. 

Jesus Crucified was the personification of suffering. Not a mem- 
ber of His Sacred Body, not a faculty of His most holy Soul, but was 
tortured to the utmost extremity. Pious writers and artists who have 
sought to portray the Crucifixion with realism have often drawn upon 
themselves the criticism of squeamish souls. Nevertheless, as a devout 
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writer has said, ‘‘We must not shrink from facing with Our Lord the 
horrible and frightful realism of His sacred Passion. In truth it was 
all a display of the most brutal realism. Step by step, from the first 
stage of His agony in the garden, we wade through a flood of horrors, 
until at last the climax is reached on the Cross. Some half-hearted, 
weak-kneed Christians deprecate our making the sorrowful Passion 
too hideous and heart-rending a performance, as they say. Truly, the 
redeemed of Jesus Christ show themselves far too dainty and fastidious. 
The Passion, as it was enacted by the enemies and executioners of Our 
Lord, was the most atrocious performance that could ever take place 
against any man; and when we consider that this Man was the Son of 
the living God, the tender Lamb of God, the marvellous Son of the 
Virgin, the most perfect of men endowed with the most sensitive organ- 
ism that could be conceived, there is no limit to the extent to which we 
may stretch the measure of His sufferings.”’ 

In meditating upon the sufferings of Jesus in His Passion we must 
never forget the sufferings of His most holy Soul. These cannot be 
painted for us, nor can they even be duly investigated; they are beyond 
both sense and thought. But, as Cardinal Newman says, it was the 
Soul, and not the Body, which was the seat of the suffering of the 
Eternal Word. Besides what is particularly, so to say, the Passion of 
His sacred Flesh, such as the torment of His scourging at the pillar, 
the crowning with thorns, the nailing and hanging on the wood of the 
Cross, there is also what we may describe as more particularly the 
Passion of His sacred Soul, that is: His agony in the garden, the treason 
of Judas, the denial of Peter, the ignominious comparison with Barab- 
bas, the rejection of Him by His people, the cruel. taunts and blasphe- 
mies of His enemies whilst He was in agony on the Cross, the anguish 
of His Blessed Mother, the seeming dereliction of Himself by His Fa- 
ther, etc. We must also understand that this Passion of the Soul of 
our beloved Lord took an amplitude and an intensity unimaginable, 
from the fact that His mind, with the Divine knowledge that was com- 
municated to it by His union in person with the Word of God, took in 
at a glance, but all distinctly and separately, the sins of the whole 
human race, from the beginning to the end of time. 

Finally it was in the Soul of Our Lord that the anger of His 
Father against the sins of the world with which Jesus had clad Himself 
in order to atone for them, made itself felt. And this, joined to Jesus’ 
own loathing for all their abominations, made His sorrows reach a 
sort of infinitude. 

Yet in contemplating the sufferings of the sacred humanity of 
Christ we must not lose sight of the fact that He is a Divine Person. 
“It is the very idea that He is God,” says Cardinal Newman, ‘‘which 
gives a meaning to His sufferings; what is to me a man, and nothing 
more, in agony or scourged or crucified? There are many holy martyrs, 
and their torments were terrible. But here I see One dropping Blood, 
gashed by the throng, and stretched upon the Cross, and He is God. 
It is no tale of human woe which I am reading here; it is the record 
of the Passion of the great Creator. The Word and Wisdom of the 
Father, who dwelt in His bosom in bliss ineffable from all eternity, 
whose very smile has shed radiance and grace over the whole creation, 
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whose traces I see in the starry heavens and on the green earth, this 
glorious, living God, it is He who looks at me so piteously, so tenderly 
from the Cross. He seems to say, —I cannot move, though I am omni- 
potent, for sin has bound Me here. I had had it in mind to come on 
earth among innocent creatures, the fairest and loveliest of them all, 
with a face more radiant than the seraphim, and a form as royal as 
the archangels’, to be their equal yet their God, to fill them with My 
grace, to receive their worship, to enjoy their company, and to prepare 
them for the heaven to which I destined them. But before I carried 
My purpose into effect, they sinned and lost their inheritance, and so 
I come indeed, but come, not in that brightness in which I went forth 
to create the morning stars, but in deformity and shame, in sighs and 
tears, with blood upon My cheek, and with My limbs bare and rent... 
Here I wait, upon the Cross, the appointed time, the time of grace and 
mercy; here I wait till the end of the world, silent and motionless, for 
the conversion of the sinful and the consolation of the just; here I 
remain in weakness and shame, though I am so great in heaven, pa- 
tiently expecting My full catalogue of souls, which, when time is at 
length over, shall be the reward of My Passion and the triumph of 
My grace to all eternity.” 

When the executioners had lifted the bleeding Victim on high, 
they passed to the two thieves, and three crosses reared their ghastly 
forms on the summit of Golgotha. Then the crowd pushed forward 
to obtain a better view of the Christ suspended between two malefactors, 
and in this onrush the Mother of Christ and her companions were car- 
ried nearer to the Cross. And now, as the prophet had foretold, scorn 
was poured upon the Divine Victim from all sides. He was reviled as 
the prophet who had said He would destroy the Temple and rebuild it 
in three days; mocked in His quality of Son of God; ridiculed as the 
miracle worker who had healed others but could not save Himself; 
mocked for His sanctity and trust in God; mocked as the Messiah and 
the King of Israel. But the only retort of the tortured Victim was 
a prayer for His enemies, that His Heavenly Father might forgive them 
because they were ignorant of the crime they were committing. 

From the moment the Cross was lifted, the heavens began to 
darken and the sun was veiled. The crowd, absorbed in the spectacle, 
at first seemed unaware of this phenomenon; but gradually the light 
failed and darkness fell upon Calvary and the city of Jerusalem, and 
according to the evangelist, spread over the entire earth. This weird 
night, descending in the middle of the day, threw consternation into 
the ranks of the spectators. Blaspheming voices were awed into silence, 
and the people began to flee in terror, some of them striking their 
breasts and proclaiming that this was indeed the Son of God. Under 
cover of the darkness the holy women approached and, unmolested, 
took their stand at the foot of the Cross: Mary, the Mother of Jesus, 
Mary Magdalen, Mary Cleophas, Salome and a few others, and one dis- 
ciple, the beloved St. John. The eyes of Jesus rested lovingly upon 
them, but the consolation of their presence was at the same time a new 
torture, for the sight of His Mother and His faithful friends so grievous- 
ly afflicted could but increase His own anguish. 

The three hours’ agony of Jesus on the Cross might be compared 
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to a moving drama of many acts and scenes, each opening up a new 
world of grace and mystery, each revealing an abyss of Divine mercy 
and love. To dwell upon each incident separately would extend our 
treatise to undue lengths. We must therefore leave to our readers 
who desire to satisfy their devotion more fully the alternative of reading 
some of the many excellent works on the Life of Christ and on His 
Passion and Crucifixion. For our purpose we shall pass briefly over the 
exterior events and concern ourselves principally with the Divine designs 
underlying them in carrying out the plan of our Redemption. 


To be continued 





Living 


HE star of Bethlehem 
the Infant Savior to 
came from afar to 
of the same Savior 
fested by a small twinkling 
in the sanctuary. But the 
the living presence of Jesus 
His Divine Person, has or- 





Lights 


manifested the presence of 
the three Wise Men who 
adore Him. The presence 
in the tabernacle is mani- 
light burning day and night 
Church, wishing to honor 
in a manner more befitting 
dained a more royal form 





of perpetual homage. By in- stituting the Perpetual Ado- 
ration of the Most Blessed Sacrament, she has placed “‘living lights” before 
many of His altar thrones, to offer Him the unceasing homage of adoration 
and praise, thanksgiving and supplication. 

The “living lights’ do not pray merely for their own private intentions; 
they are the representatives of the Church, and by adoring and loving the 
Divine Sacrament, they manifest the faith of all Christendom. They are the 
guards of honor to the Heavenly King who has condescended to come down 
to earth to dwell among His creatures in so lowly a form. They pray that 
sinners may be converted, that souls may be brought to the true Faith, that 
the tempted may have victory over evil, that the innocent may be conserved, 
that the afflicted may be consoled, that the dying may find mercy, and that 
the suffering souls in purgatory may be released. They adore, give thanks, 
impetrate and make reparation in the name of the whole Catholic Church. 
But they pray also in particular for those who have special claims upon their 
gratitude. 

Such is the vocation of the Perpetual Adorers at our Eucharistic Shrine 
in Tucson, Arizona. And in addition to the “official hours offered since the 
foundation of this Shrine, just four years ago, thousands of hours of adoration 
have been offered by devout lay persons who have pledged a weekly hour of 
adoration. The small temporary chapel has long since proved far too small 
for the purposes of a Perpetual Adoration Sanctuary. In the name of the 
Infant Jesus, we pray that the contemplated new chapel, so urgently needed, 
may soon become a reality through the generous help of lovers of the Blessed 
Sacrament. 

Already many charitable persons have offered their gift of love, and have 
merited for themselves a share in the prayers and good works offered at this 
shrine. Many, too, have merited for themselves the privilege of having their 
initials engraved on a heart of the monstrance to be used for exposition. But 
we hope that the coming of Christmas will inspire many more hearts to offer 
a Birthday Gift to the Infant Jesus in the form of an offering for His Eucharistic 
Shrine. The enclosed Supplement also suggests a means of aiding toward this 
new sanctuary. 
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The Church ‘‘Waiting’’ 





HO of us is not familiar with the eager expectancy which 
often fills a human heart when waiting for the long- 
desired coming of a loved one? The yearning to gaze 
upon the face of one dear to us, the fear that perhaps he 
or she may be long in coming, tends to fill the heart with 
poignant pain. This state of eager expectancy, of long- 
ing, of patient waiting is that of the poor souls in 
purgatory until their hour of deliverance permits them 

to gaze upon the vision of the beloved, God Himself. 

The condition of the souls in purgatory is in many respects similar 
to that of the pilgrims of this earth on their way to eternity. Because 
the poor souls are already submerged in that night during which no 
one can work, they are not yet in a state of rest: they suffer, and suffer 
intensely. They do not see the face of God, nor enjoy the eternal light 
which we so often implore for them. Waiting is characteristic of 
Christian life here on earth, as it is also of the life of the souls in 
purgatory. The Church which struggles on earth, like the suffering 
Church in purgatory, is composed of expectant souls. Christian life, 
as long as it is not yet the life of glory, is like one long Advent during 
which we prepare for the coming of the Redeemer. This period, 
comprising the entire life of man on earth, is broken up by various 
seasons, by numerous feasts and liturgical cycles, although it remains 
one long Advent, one great longing for the final coming of the 
Son of God, who will receive us into His kingdom of eternal bliss. 

Purgatory, on the contrary, knows no other liturgical season than 
that of Advent; the souls there await in suffering and expiation the 
time when it will please God to reveal and to give Himself to them. 
Their suffering is transformed into a living hunger for God, and we 
may well believe that they give utterance to their longing in ardent 
sighs and petitions. Mingled with the voice of the Church Militant in 
the beautiful liturgical formulas of Advent, known as the O Antiphons, 
may we not hear also the voice of the Church Suffering pleading for 
the coming of the “Expected of nations”? Is it not very probable that 
the holy souls in purgatory, souls entirely turned toward God, appro- 
priate these prayers to themselves, with the Church on earth, in the 
pleading cry: Veni Domine Jesu — Come, Lord Jesus, come! 


O Wisdom — Come! 


O Wisdom, who proceedest from the mouth of the Most High, 
reaching from end to end mightily, and sweetly disposing all things: 
Come and teach us the way of prudence. 
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O Jesus, Thou art the way, the truth and the life; lead us poor 
languishing souls to the end of that road which is the uncreated taber- 
nacle, the bosom of Thy Heavenly Father, the way which Thou hast 
opened to us through Thy Passion and Death, and by Thy ascension 
into heaven. Thou art the gate; no one can come to the Father but 
through Thee. Let Thy will be accomplished in us, Lord Jesus, for 
hast Thou not said: “Father, I will that where I am they also may be 
with Me, that they may contemplate My glory, that glory which I hold 
from Thee before the beginning of the world.” 


O Adonai — Come! 


O Adonai, and Leader of the house of Israel! who didst appear to 
Moses in the fire of the burning bush and didst give him the law on 
Sinai: Come and redeem us by Thy outstretched arm. 

Come, Lord Jesus, come and complete in us the work of salvation. 
Come and deliver us, poor souls in purgatory, from the fire which 
encompasses us, from our suffering and exile, made necessary by our 
sins. Out of the depths do we cry unto Thee, O Lord, consider well 
the voice of our supplication. Good Jesus, show Thyself to us in the 
humility and condescension of Thy human nature, so we may know 
that with Thee there is mercy and plenteous redemption. Come to 
us, O gracious King, and receive us into the paradise prepared by Thy 
mercy. 


O Root of Jesse — Come! 


O Root of Jesse! who standest as the ensign of the people, before 
whom kings shall reverently close their lips, to whom the nations shall 
pray: Come and deliver us; tarry now no longer. 

Come, Lord Jesus, come! For us, as for the whole human race, 
salvation is in Thee alone. Come then and release us from our pains. 
Thy pity is boundless and all powerful. Listen to the voice of Thy 
great mercy. Show us Thy glorious countenance; do not tarry; hasten 
to break the last links in the chain which keeps us from Thee. O Mary, 
Gate of heaven, Star of the sea, help us, bring Jesus to us! 





O Key of David — Come! 


O Key of David and Sceptre of the house of Israel! who openest, 
and no man shutteth; who shuttest and no man openeth: Come and 
lead the captive from prison, sitting in darkness and in the shadow 
of death. 

Lord Jesus, Thou dost hold the key to heaven and hell. Thou dost 
release as it pleases Thee those held prisoners in the city of death. 
Break open our prison doors. Come, O Savior, come without delay 
and release the captives seated in the darkness and in the shadow of 














Tabernacle and Purgatory 249 


death. Deliver us, suffering souls, prisoners of Thy justice, detained 
from Thee and the eternal light, in darkness and suffering which are 
as the very shadow of death. Lord, open to us heaven, of which Thou 
dost hold the key; give us eternal rest, and may the light which is 
never extinguished shine upon us. 


O Orient — Come! 

O Orient, splendor of eternal light and Sun of Justice, come and 
enlighten them that sit in darkness and in the shadow of death. 

O Sun of justice, come to dispel the great darkness in which we, 
suffering souls, pine. Let Thy light shine upon us and give us at last 
the peace of the celestial Jerusalem. We are children of God, and we 
beg of Thee to hasten the completion and manifestation of our Divine 
sonship. Rise for us, O everlasting Day, and may all veils be drawn 
aside that we may at last contemplate face to face and forever the glory 
of the Father who created us, of the Son who redeemed us, and of the 
Holy Ghost who sanctified: us. 


O King of Nations — Come! 


O King of nations and their Desired One, and the Corner-stone 
that makest both one: Come and save man whom Thou didst form 
out of the slime of the earth! 

O sweet Jesus, precious and living Stone without which there is no 
salvation, hasten to help us, for in Thee alone is salvation. Remember 
Thou didst form us from the dust of the earth. Come therefore to us, 
not to condemn, but to save, to visit us in peace, to deliver us from our 
banishment. Come, O Lord, and let us hear the liberating word: “This 
day you shall be with Me in paradise.” 


O Emmanuel — Come! 

O Emmanuel, our King and Lawgiver, the Expectation and Savior 
of nations: Come and save us, O Lord, our God! 

Come, O Emmanuel, come and deliver us from the torments of 
purgatory. Thou who art the King of Justice, come and hasten our 
entrance into the joys of paradise. Come, lower the drawbridge ad- 
mitting us to the palace of infinite bliss, and there shelter us forever. 
Come and deliver us by the Wounds, the Blood and the anguish through 
which we were redeemed. At Thy right hand is seated Thy well- 
beloved Mother, the Queen of mercy. She is the mother of suffering 
humanity, of the suffering souls in purgatory. By her sweet tears and 
sighs, come, O Expectation and Savior of nations, come and deliver 
us, O Lord, our God! 
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Little Lovers’ League 





AY Christmas be a day of special joy and grace for 
all of our dear Little Lovers! May the Divine 
Babe and His holy Mother bless you and give you 
the grace of loving them more and more each day! 
During the solemn midnight Mass in our chapel, we 
shall pray especially for all of our little Eucharistic 
Knights and Handmaids, asking Jesus to keep you 
good and pure and ever faithful in your devotion to the Most Blessed 
Sacrament. If we remember always that Jesus is really and truly 
present in the Sacred Host, just as truly as He lived in Bethlehem and 
Nazareth, then we will go to Him with all our joys and sorrows, we will 
often receive Him into our hearts in Holy Communion, for nothing in 
this world helps us so much as the 
receiving of Jesus in the Blessed 
Sacrament. 

Dear Little Lovers, for your prac- 
tice this month, we would like to 
urge you to try to make at least 
one person happy every day, by 
doing a small act of kindness, giving 
a kind smile to someone who is sad 
or downcast, helping another to carry 
a heavy burden, or any other acts 
which you can perform to make 
others happy. If you do this, dear 
Little Lovers, in honor of our Infant 
Savior, you may be sure that your 
Christmas will be a most happy and 

“See how much I love you,” joyous one. Perhaps some of you 
the Infant Jesus seems to say, aS = would like to make a special offer- 
SO SRY SOE Se SRN ing of these acts of kindness to the 
Little Savior on His birthday. If so, the boys could gather firewood 
to warm the cave for the Holy Family on Christmas, and the girls 
could gather downy feathers for a pillow on which the Baby Jesus could 
rest His head. The boys could make from paper, or even from wood, 
a small wood-box (any pattern you wish) and for each act of kindness, 
place in this box a straw (either a real straw or one cut from wood or 
paper). The girls will probably find it difficult to collect enough real 
feathers for a little pillow (which you could make from any pieces of 
material you may have) so perhaps you would like to fill the pillow 
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with little bits of cotton or hearts cut from paper (one for each kind 
deed). Even though you do not fill the pillow with real feathers, the 
Baby Jesus will accept your gift as such and will be very much pleased 
with your efforts. Then when He comes to your heart in the Christmas 
Communion, He will make you very happy in return for your having 
made others happy, as He did the rich lady in our story “Hearts Made 
Happy.” 


Aspiration: Dear Infant Savior, teach us to love Thee more and 
more. 


Your Contest 


You have had to wait quite a long time to learn the results of your 
first contest. We are happy to tell you that we received some very good 
letters from our little friends, telling us about their devotion to the 
dear Mother of God. Our faithful friends at Notre Dame of Maryland 
school, Baltimore, Maryland, were the first ones to send in their letters, 
and among them were some very good ones. The zealous students of 
Our Lady of Angels Academy, Little Falls, Minnesota, and the dear 
children from St. Joseph’s School for the Blind, Jersey City, N.J., also 
sent some splendid letters. There were a number of new writers for 
this contest, and we extend a hearty welcome to all, as also to the 
new Little Lovers who have just entered the League. 


One of the new writers is a prize winner for this contest. It is 
Anna M. Cordel, age 13, of Tipton, Kansas. Here is her letter: 

October is the month of the Blessed Virgin. During this month 
I have made a resolution to attend Mass every day. In my room I have 
Mary’s statue placed on a special table. On this table I have many 
beautiful crepe-paper flowers which I have placed around the statue. 
Each night and morning I recite some prayers, such as the ‘‘“Memorare,” 
three “Hail Marys’ or other prayers in honor of the dear Heavenly 
Mother. I will try my best to go to confession each Saturday if possible. 
Special devotion to the Blessed Virgin is practiced by our family; we 
often kneel together before her altar or picture. This is our way of 
“staying with Mary.” I hope I may remain with Mary all my life. 

Honorable mention in the group over 12 years goes to the follow- 
ing: 
Richard Ehle, age 12, Our Lady of Angels Academy, Little Falls, Minn. 
Della Richards, age 12, “a co 
Warren Hilleke, age 12, St. Paul’s School, Fort Wein. ‘Ind. 
Rose Mary Balbo, age 12, St. Joseph’s School for Blind, Jersey City, N.J. 
Richard O’Hara, age 12, ie RY fs 


In the group under twelve years, first prize goes to Mercedes Paris, 
age 11, of Our Lady of Angels Academy, Little Falls, Minn. Here is 
her letter: — 
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During this month of October, I am going to be the Blessed Vir- 
gin’s handmaid of truthfulness. I will try never to tell a lie. If I am 
caught by myself or others telling a lie I will say a Rosary to Mary, 
asking her to help me overcome the vice. I will also say another so 
that she will help me to keep a pure soul. 

In our classroom at school we have a beautiful statue of Our Lady 
of Grace. Every day, morning and afternoon, we say a ‘‘Memorare” to 
the Blessed Virgin and after that the ejaculation, ““O Mary conceived 
without sin, pray for us who have recourse to thee.’’ On each side of 
the statue is a candle and before it a beautiful bouquet of roses. Dur- 
ing the summer I took care of a large statue of Our Lady of Perpetual 
Help. Every morning I picked flowers for her and placed them close to 
her dear Son. He seemed to smile at me and just as soon as He did, I felt. 
happy, light hearted, gay all through the day. Every day at our even- 
ing prayers I offer the Rosary to Our Lady of Perpetual Help to help 
me with school subjects. After that I don’t worry, but study my home 
work, feeling her presence close at my side. I don’t know what I would 
do without Our Lady. She is everything to me. As her Son called my 
mother home to Him on Our Lady's feast day, August 15th, I know He 
wants me to go to His Mother for everything, and I do. If you only 
knew how she. has cared for me since my mother went home. I am 
sure you would say Our Lady indeed has a special care of the children 
who confide in her. 


Honorable mention in this group goes to the following: 

Florence Voelker, age 94%, Notre Dame of Maryland, Baltimore, Md. 
Eugene Berg, age 8, St. Catherine of Siena School, Allentown, Pa. 
Anthony Cillo, age 8, St. Joseph’s School for Blind, Jersey City, N.J. 
Leonard Simms, age 10, os es “4 * me 
Florence Hazel Brumer, age 10, Koshkonong, Missouri 

We also wish to acknowledge a letter from a dear little non- 
Catholic girl, Lois Thawvald, age 9, of Our Lady of Angels Academy, 
who practices a special devotion to the Blessed Virgin and hopes some 
day to receive the sacrament of baptism, and become a Catholic. Wil? 
our dear Little Lovers pray for her? 

For the contest next month, wouldn’t you like to write something 
about the Child Jesus? Perhaps you could tell us about the life of 
Jesus, Mary and Joseph, or about some special virtue the Child Jesus 
practiced, such as His obedience, His kindness, etc. What do you think 
He did to help His mother and St. Joseph? Do you think He went to 
school with the other little boys and girls — did He like to play games 
as other children do? Did He pray much? Tell us just what you think 
about it. The prize will be one of our prayer-books for each of the 
two prize-winners, called “Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children.” If 
those who win the prizes already have one of the prayer-books, it would 
make a lovely gift for some one else. Let us hope we will have many 
letters telling us about the Child Jesus! The results of the contest 
will be printed in the February issue. 
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Hearts Made Happy 


T WAS the day before Christmas. In the bright break- 
fast room of their spacious home, Margaret Burns and 
her father were partaking leisurely of a late breakfast. 
Looking up from the morning paper, Mr. Burns remarked 
to his daughter: ‘‘But you surely don’t plan to have your 
bridge club meet here on Christmas Eve, Margaret?”’ 
The daughter leaned back in her chintz-covered chair 
and smiled sweetly. ‘“‘And why not? What is there 
about Christmas Eve to make such a difference?” 

The father became thoughtful and shook his head 
sadly. “I am afraid you are losing sight of the true values of life, 
Margaret. You ought to have other interests on Christmas Eve.”’ ‘But 
what on earth is there left to interest anyone in this town?’”’ came back 
the quick reply. ‘‘A girl of your position and education ought certainly 
to find plenty of interests in a city of a hundred thousand inhabitants. 
Perhaps if you interested yourself in the work of the Catholic charities. .’’ 

“Going to church on Sundays seems to be about the limit of my 
religious desires,’’ Margaret replied with a yawn. Then the father 
said slowly, ‘“‘SSomewhere I have made a mistake in your training, 
Margaret... If your mother had been here to help, you might look 
at things differently.”’ ‘‘O, Father!’’ Margaret said, instantly repentant. 
Not for the world would she have him grieve over her. ‘‘Tell me what 
you want me to do and I’ll try to improve so you won’t think you've 
been such a failure.”’ 

“When you were a little girl, you were always happy, Margaret. 
And you always wore a medal of the Blessed Virgin. I fear you do 
not do so any more. Why not try it again?” Margaret felt inclined 
to laugh as her father took a silver medal from his vest pocket, but 
instead she said gently: “‘I’ll try it till Christmas, Father, and I’ll pray 
to the Blessed Virgin to let me take an interest in the things around 
here.” So saying, she removed the diamond pendant from the chain 
about her neck and substituted in its place the silver medal which her 
father handed to her. 





Poverty’s Bitter Woes 


In another part of the city, little Anne McDonald and her small 
brother stood staring longingly into the show window of a small dry 
goods store, gaily decorated with a cheap Christmas display. “If I 
only could have made enough money to buy a small toy for Buddy and 
some candy for Christmas, and to get Mother one of those beautiful 
cups and saucers with the gold cherries on them,” Anne said wistfully 
to herself. Then she clasped her small brother’s hand more tightly and 
hurried on. 

Since their father’s death, her mother had been forced to go to 
work and Anne had taken care of their shabby little home and her 
small brother. She had never complained about having to work while 
other girls played, nor murmured when she had to go cold and hungry 
to school. But at Christmas time it was hard to keep smiling when 
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everybody else received so much and they received little or nothing. 
And poor Buddy... he hardly knew what a Christmas gift was! 

Quite by chance, Anne had learned the week previously of a certain 
magazine which gave thirty-five cents commission for every new sub- 
scription. It was still a whole week until Christmas, and she had felt 
she could surely get at least one subscription. But everyone seemed 
too busy planning for their own Christmas to give much heed to a 
shabby child with a crumpled magazine. Now Christmas Eve had come, 
and she had not been able to get a single subscription. That afternoon 
her mother had told her to take Buddy down town just to look at the 
toys and other Christmas decorations. There had been tears in her 
mother’s eyes and Anne knew what that meant; there was no money to 
buy even the smallest gift for Buddy. “I won’t let another Christ- 
mas pass without some little remembrance for Buddy,’’ Anne said to 
herself. with determination. “I'll go to Park Lane and try some of 
the big houses there. Maybe they have so much they won’t miss the 
amount of just one subscription.’”’ However, the houses on Park Lane 
were all so large and frightening that Anne passed by several before 
she finally decided to try an inviting white house set back on a spacious 
lawn. Several large cars were parked in front of the house, and 
Anne decided there would surely be someone there who would sub- 
scribe. But as she and Buddy drew nearer the house, Anne grew 
frightened and would have turned back, but something seemed to urge 
her to the side entrance. She rang the bell timidly and held to Buddy’s 
small hand while she waited breathlessly for someone to answer. 

“Did you ring, dear?’’ asked a kindly old lady who came to the 
door. “I—’” stammered Anne. She had not expected anyone to be 
so kind. So she held Buddy’s hand tightly, and bravely told how badly 
she wanted to get at least one subscription for the magazine. ‘‘Won’t 
you come in and try some of my cookies while I call Miss Margaret?” 
the lady said, drawing Anne and Buddy inside and giving them each 
a handful of crisp cookies and a cup of steaming hot chocolate. They 
ate eagerly. Anne could not remember when she had been blessed with 
both cookies and hot chocolate at one time! 

Presently the lady who was so kind returned and told Anne and 
Buddy to follow her. They entered a large room where a beautiful 
young lady was waiting for them. ‘‘Now tell me about it, child,” the 
lady said sweetly, fingering a silver medal she wore about her neck. 
Timidly Anne told her story: It was Christmas Eve and her poor 
mother had no money to buy food or even the smallest toy for her little 
brother. Then Anne told about the beautiful cups and saucers she 
had seen, with the gold cherries on them, which she would like so 
much to give to her mother for Christmas. She had prayed to Our 
Blessed Mother and the Infant Jesus, but so far her prayers had not 
been answered. 

“Where do you live?” the lady asked. Anne told her and she 
wrote down the name and address. ‘‘You’re large for your age, aren’t 
you, Anne?” she said as she rose and measured Anne’s height against 
her own. ‘Yes, Iam big. My mother and I can wear the same clothes, 
only of course, they are too long for me,” the child answered. Then 
the beautiful lady said thoughtfully. “I'll tell you what I'll do. I 








Tabernacle and Purgatory 255 


am having some friends in for tea and I’m sure they will all subscribe 
for the magazine if I ask them. I’m going to give you some money 
which you can take to your mother. Then tomorrow or the next day 
I'll send for the magazines and save you the trouble.’ 

Anne never knew how she and little Buddy got out of the house 
and back to their poor little home. Her heart was so full she seemed 
to float in the air. Why, what wouldn’t two whole dollars buy! ‘‘Now 
we'll have a real Christmas,” she thought happily. But her dreams 
were shattered when she reached: home and found her mother crying. 
‘“‘We owe such a big bill at the grocers,’’ her mother explained, “that 
we can’t have anything else charged and I’m afraid we won’t have 
much of a Christmas dinner tomorrow. It looks as though I'll have 
to place you and Buddy in an orphanage in spite of all I can do.” 
Then Anne opened her hand and showed her mother the precious 
money — two crisp new dollar bills. ‘‘Don’t cry, Mother, here’s enough 
for a good Christmas dinner,’’ she said gaily. 

As Anne went to bed that night she tried hard to be thankful that 
she had been able to help her mother, but in spite of her brave efforts, 
tears gathered in her eyes. She had not been able to buy the pretty 
cups and saucers for her mother nor even the smallest toy for Buddy. 
But in spite of all this, the thought of the glorious Christmas Mass at 
dawn cheered her. After all, little Jesus was poor too, and He even 
had to be born in a stable... 


A Basketful of Surprises 


With these thoughts, Anne fell asleep, forgetting all her cares in 
the refreshing repose of innocent childhood. Soon, however, she was 
awakened by the long, shrill ringing of the door bell. Mrs. McDonald, 
who had not yet retired, cautiously opened the door, but could see no 
one. However, at that moment a large motor car swung away from 
the curb and drove hastily down the street. And there, on the door- 
step, stood a huge basket, bulging with gay bundles of every description. 
With Anne’s help, the mother drew it inside, thinking there must have 
been a mistake in the delivery. But no, a large placard tied to one of 
the handles bore their address, and below in a dainty handwriting was 
the greeting: ‘‘A happy Christmas to Mrs. McDonald and her dear 
children.” 

Amid tears and exclamations of delight they untied the brightly 
colored wrappings and spread the things out on the chairs and on the 
kitchen table. On the top of the basket was a turkey and everything 
else they might wish for their Christmas dinner. There were canned 
goods and other groceries, and even candy and toys for Buddy, and a 
beautiful sleeping doll that was crushed immediately to Anne’s beating 
heart. Never before in her ten years of life had she known the joy of 
such a possession! And in a pretty red box there were six china cups 
and saucers with bright golden rims and clusters of beautiful cherries! 
Underneath were dresses and coats and shoes, and even a sweater suit 
for Buddy. But best of all, there was a large purse that bulged almost 
to bursting. It was filled with bills and coins, crammed in just as 
though a number of people had emptied their purses into it at random... 

But who could be the generous benefactor who had so generously 
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enriched their poverty? Anne’s thoughts flew at once to the beautiful 
lady in the large white house, feeling sure it was to her they owed 
their happiness... ‘‘Baby Jesus and His Blessed Mother did hear my 
prayers after all,” she cried, dancing gleefully about the room. 


Newly-found Happiness 


In a large white house set back on a spacious lawn, a young girl 
greeted the dawn of Christmas with a new light in her eyes and a song 
of joy in her heart. Her father could hardly believe it was the same 
Margaret as she greeted him gaily at the foot of the stairs before setting 
out for the early Mass at the Cathedral. ‘‘Where did you get that new 
smile?” he asked teasingly; ‘“‘you must have found a hidden treasure 
in your dreams.” 

“O Father,” Margaret exclaimed, “you would never guess the 
source of my happiness. Yesterday the dearest little girl came here 
with her small brother and asked me to subscribe to a magazine. The 
poor little child told me there would be no Christmas for them unless 
she could earn some money by selling the magazine. Just seventy 
cents for Christmas would mean so much to her!” “What did you do?” 
her father asked, happy to see his daughter’s face once more alight 
with eager interest. 

‘We were in the midst of the most exciting game of bridge when 
Mary came and told me that this little girl was here. I wanted to tell 
her to send the child away but I couldn’t. Something kept urging me 
to see her. At first the girls were all cross at me for bothering with 
a beggar child, but after I returned and told them about little Anne, 
they all wanted to do something for her. So we broke up our bridge 
party and set to work preparing a Christmas basket. Some of the 
girls agreed to do the shopping while the rest of us busied ourselves 
gathering up discarded clothing and making hasty alterations. I don’t 
think any of us ever had a more enjoyable time than we did in pre- 
paring that basket. At nine o’clock all was in readiness; and judging 
from the beaming look on James’ face, I think he felt as happy as 
the rest of us when he drove off to deliver the surprise basket.”’ 

As Margaret ceased speaking, her hand rose involuntarily to the 
silver medal at her throat. Fingering it tenderly, she remarked with 
a twinkle of mischief in her eyes: ‘‘Perhaps the Blessed Virgin is 
launching me on a new social career... Anyway I think I’ll wear her 
medal a little longer. And I am not going to forget about little Anne 
and her poor mother!’”’ And her father knew by the way she fondled 
the medal that he need no longer fear for his daughter’s happiness. 
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Beautiful Rosaries 
(When remittance accompanies the order, rosaries will be blessed with the 
Bridgettine, Dominican, Crosier and Papal indulgences.) 
Large cocoa beads on steel chain, with chain between beads, nickel- 








bound cross; length 24 inches $0.50 

also large round beads without chain between beads .................... -50 
Medium black oval cocoa beads on white metal chain; nickel-bound 

cross -50 
Light brown beads on silver-plated chain, with oxidized center and 

cross; 19 inches -50 





Square beads, either black or white, on white metal chain with oxidized 
cross and center; length 19 inches; may be had either with or 








without First Communion center -50 
Flat glass beads in colors on white metal chain with oxidized cross and 

center; length 20 inches .30 
Maroon or black cocoa beads on steel chain; nickel-bound cross ........ 25 


Special Handmade Rosaries; Strong and Durable 
Maroon or black cocoa beads on German silver chain, nickel-bound cross $1.00 
Imitation stone beads in colors on German silver chain; 17 inches 


Colors: amber, amethyst, crystal, emerald, garnet, sapphire ........ -90 
PRAYER-BOOKS 
Joy in God — a handy vest pocket manual especially suitable for men. 
Handbound; black binding, gilt edge, small print ........................ $0.90 
Golden Links — a complete manual of prayers, size 2% x4% in. 347 
pages; small print; cloth binding; red edge -50 





EXCELLENT FOR THE SICK 
(When remittance accompanies the order, the Crucifix will be enriched with the 


Papal indulgence, the indulgence of the Stations and of the dying.) : 
Hanging Crucifix, rosewood, plain, with metal corpus; 12 in. ............ $1.75 
Hanging Crucifix, rosewood, brass inlaid, with bronze corpus; 10 in. 1.75 
Ebony Crucifix, with plain edge 6 in.  .90 8 in. 1.25 
Nickel-bound Crucifix 5 in. .50 6 in. .60 
Genuine Ebony Crucifix — beautifully finished with beveled edges and 

an artistic oxidized corpus. Size 7% in. Special price each 1.00 


| Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 


























oll Christ-Full Christmas 


E WHO rejoice in the possession of the 

True Faith should be most zealous in our 
efforts to make the feast a CHRIST-FULL 
Christmas, and that not only for ourselves but 
for others as well. Let us try to draw nearer 
to Christ in faith, in hope and in love, in the 
willing acceptance of His designs in our regard. 
By doing so, we shall kneel with all confidence 
at the crib of the Infant Savior, receive Him 
into our hearts in the embrace of the Christmas 
Communion, and thus become more and more 
impregnated with the Divine Life which He 
came on earth to bring. 


WARS 


Another means of effecting in ourselves 
and others a Christ-full Christmas is the giving 
of spiritual gifts to friends and loved ones. 
Such gifts bring the spirit of Christ into many 
hearts and homes, and thus “the face of the 
earth shall be renewed.” The following book- 
lets are suggested as making ideal gifts: — 


The Treasures of the Mass — a simple, prac- 
tical and yet devotional explanation of the Mass, 
which has been read with profit by many persons. 
The Mass is the fountain from which all graces 
flow to us; therefore no effort should be spared to 
make our participation therein as profitable as pos- 
sible. 128 pages, many illustrations; 25¢ each. 


Little Devotions to the Holy Infant Jesus 
—a charming and appealing booklet most suitable 
for this season of the year. It contains prayers 
addressed to the Infant Savior, with a litany and 
the Proper of the Mass for Christmas. 5¢ each. 


Jesus in the Hearts of Little Children — 
an ideal gift for children from the age of six years 
upwards. It contains two Mass devotions, confession and Communion prayers, 
Benediction devotions, the Stations, litanies — everything a child could desire, 
with 28 appealing pictures. Black or white imitation leather binding, 60¢ 
each; black, white, blue or rose stiff cloth, 35¢ each; flexible cloth, 20¢ each. 


Postage extra on all our publications. 
Address: Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








































































